Flaubert Letter*

But how I am gossiping with you! Does all this amuse you?
I should like this chatty letter to substitute for one of those
suppers of ours which I too regret, and which would be so good
here with you, if you were not a stick-in-the-mud, who won't
let yourself be dragged away to life for life's sake. Ah! when
one is on a vacation, how work, logic, reason seem strange con-
trasts! One asks whether one can ever return to that ball and
chain.

I tenderly embrace you, my dear old fellow, and Maurice
thinks your letter so fine that he is going to put the phrases
and words at once in the mouth of his first philosopher. He
bids me embrace you for him.

Madame Juliette Lambert * is really charming; you would like
her a great deal, and then you have it 18 degrees above zero
down there, and here we are in the snow. It is severe; moreover,
I rarely go out, and my dog himself doesn't want to go out.
He is not the least amazing member of society. When he is
called Badinguet, he lies on the ground ashamed and despair-
ing, and sulks all the evening.

LXXV.    To GEOBGE SAND

1st January, 1868

It is unkind to sadden me with the recital of the amuse-
ments at Nohant, since I cannot share them. I need so much
time to do so little that I have not a minute to lose (or gain),
if I want to finish my dull old book by the summer of 1869.

I did not say it was necessary to suppress the heart, but
to restrain it, alas! As for the regime that I follow which is
contrary to the laws of hygiene, I did not begin yesterday* I
am accustomed to it. I have, nevertheless, a fairly seasoned
sense of fatigue, and it is time that my second part was finished,
after which I shall go to Paris. That will be about the end of
* Afterwards, Madame Edmond Adam.
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